Wasted Time 


Author: krissywrites 
Bands: Original rock fic 
Characters: 
Relationships: M/A 
Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Gen] 


Updated: Wed May ll 2022 00:11:44 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


Wasted Time 


Author's Notes: 

This is a completely fictional work inspired by a universe created by my friend and | All events are purely a 
figment of our minds and any reference or resembleance to any real life figures is purely coincidental. This story 
contains mentions of suicide, allusions to drug abuse, as well as strong language. Please read with care! 


Paranoid delusions they haunt you 
Where's my friend | used to know? 
He's all alone, he's buried deep within 


A carcass searching for a soul 


"In other news this evening, multi-platinum recording and selling artist Ricky Rose of the Hollywood Roses 
has been hospitalized earlier this evening due to an apparent accidental drug overdose, according to reports 


Rose was found unconscious in his..." 


Head buried up against his knees, Casey sits on the cold tiled floor of the hotel bathroom desperately trying to 
drown out the sounds of the TV blaring in the living room. It was hard for him to breathe much less think 
with the way his heart was beating; too fast inside his chest. Alongside the frantic racing thoughts spiraling 


out of his own control. 
Back against the door, choked sobs escaped trembling lips as he tried to keep himself from falling apart. 


Despite the news there was a small part of Casey that was hopeful. Maybe by some miracle of faith it was all 
a dream and Ricky wasn't out there laying in a hospital bed - fighting for his very breath. But of course, this 
wouldn't be the first time Ricky had brushed with death. Seven years later the memory seemed fresh in his 
mind. Two twenty year olds with their whole lives ahead of them, sitting on the rooftop admiring the stars, 
talking about their hopes - their dreams. 


Such a peaceful moment, marked by tragedy, he could practically see the red head's green eyes frantic as he 
yelled about how painful it was, how he wanted it all to end Then the gun - How? Could he not have noticed he 
had a gun? The fear, that was the one feeling that stuck with him the most that night. Watching the redhead 
pull the safety off and move to point the gun, before something kicked in and next thing he knew he was 
tackling the smaller male to the ground, wrestling the gun out of his hands. Watching as it scattered off to 
the balcony below. 


Ricky was screaming, yelling about what? Casey couldn't quite remember, but what he could remember was 
the look on the singer's face. The anguish behind the other's gaze coupled with his own fear as he struggled to 
grasp the full weight of the situation He could still taste the tears on his tongue and imprinted into his mind 
was the image of Ricky pale hands gripped around the end of a gun. The world moved slowly like a film 
rewinding, getting stuck as it went back. In an instant his tall boney frame had the equally thin redhead pinned 
underneath him. Shaky hands grip thin wrists out of desperation urging the other to let the fucking gun go, he 
couldn't lose Ricky. Anyone but him. 


Whatever words were spoken were drowned out by the loud hammering of his own heart. Racing, leaping in his 
chest aching with uncertainty, as a child he had always been rather afraid. Even the sight of his own shadow 
might've spooked him at some point. Though the fear he felt in the moment eclipsed all else. The uncertainty, 
the mere idea that Ricky might die? Casey was scared - no! terrified by the thought. 


" What the -," the sound of Rico's voice muffled on the other side of the door breaks Casey out of his 


reverie, " Case! Open the door man!" 


The handle on the bathroom door jiggled but the door remained locked from the inside." Are we gonna leave 
him there?" 


"Course not," came the other voice, Stephen their drummer, " Case - come on.. please?" 


Behind the door Casey hears a soft sigh as Stephen rested his head against the frame, " We'll get through this 
- Rick he'll be fine," 


Casey doesn't move, shaking his head, " No. Stephen just leave me alone,” 


An audible sigh was heard followed by Rico muttering something under his breath." | can't , not until you open 
the door. Ricky's strong he'll make it through," 


" What if he doesn't..?" Casey's voice was quiet, small as he held his knees a little tighter ignoring the salty 
wet tears pricking his cheeks. 


Stephen's voice seems to waver as he spoke, " He will - I'm sure he will,” the doorknob twists again, " Casey - 


you can't stay in there forever," 


" Leave him, he's always been too stubborn for his own good," Rico spoke up again followed by more shuffling 


as Stephen was being pulled away from the door. 
" Wait! - Casey... just listen to me please," 


Sighing sitting up and shifting onto his knees, shaky fingers unlock the bathroom door, before the raven haired 
male collapses against the blonde's feet. Sitting down on the carpeted floor Stephen pulls the taller bony male 
into his lap. Calloused hands cradle Casey's head fingers threading into the greasy dark locks, not at all 
bothered by how grimey Casey was. 


" You.you didn't know, it's not your fault," the words were spoken softly as the younger drummer held Casey 
close. Hoping that it would at least ease the other's pain 


In any other circumstance Casey would've pushed the blonde away, he didn't take lightly to being touched after 
all. However given the current situation he didn't mind it. Being wrapped in the shorter male's arms kept him 
from falling apart. Leaning further into Stephen's embrace Casey shuts his eyes focusing on the other's voice. 
A pleasant distraction from the news that was being shown on the TV. 


Sitting in the car a few hours later next to Stephen Casey ignores the heavy knot in the pit of his stomach at 
the idea of going to the hospital. He didn't want to see Ricky like that - laid out in a hospital bed with wires 


and tubes attached to his small frame. That wasn't how he wanted to remember him, but he knew he couldn't 


sit around and wait for news either. He wanted to be there for Ricky, just like old times. 


John had barely pulled the car into the hospital parking lot when Casey opens the door to get out, " Aren't you 


going to wait until I," 
" Apparently nof" Rico says as Casey had already gotten out of the car," Who wants to go after him?" 


Stephen merely shrugs, while John huffs behind the wheel, and Rico turns to their youngest member with a 
shake of his head." Guess it's your turn Ryan," 


Sighing, the guitarist gets out of the passenger before jogging to catch up with Casey. The dark haired male 
stands in the middle of the crowded emergency completely at a loss in the fast moving crowds. The sudden 
hand on his shoulder catches him off guard and he would've punched them if he hadn't realized who it 
was.shaking his head Casey mutters a quiet apology. 


" Relax man, we'll be here right for you no matter what. You're not alone in this alright?" placing a gentle hand 


on Casey's back he steers them towards the front desk. 


On the outside though unbothered it was apparent that Casey was far more affected by things than he was 
letting on. That seemed a given, Ricky was like a brother to him after all. Grasping Casey's shaky hands over 
the counter Ryan turns over to the nurse who was busy taking calls at the desk 


" Hi, we're looking for a guest that was checked in earlier," Ryan leans over flashing the woman a charming 


smile, " Ricky Rose? Wondering if we could get his room number," 
The nurse's demeanor seemed to change after that and she raises a brow skeptically looking over the two 
boys." Mr. Rose is not taking any guests at the moment, only those who are verified due to concerns for his 


privacy and safety," 


Those words seemed to stir something in Casey as his jaw clenched and muddy hazel hues stare at the woman 


behind a sheet of dark hair. " What?" 
Ryan looks over at Casey almost in warning, " Case, it's fine we'll just come back later okay?" 


" No bullshit, | - we came here to see Rick," he says with a huff feeling around in his pockets for a pack 


cigarette and a lighter, " Ain't taking no for an answer," 


“Stubborn bitch," Ryan mutters under his breath, turning back over to the nurse who had resumed looking 


over files, " Matam are you sure there isn't any way to make an exception?" 


The nurse grumbles for a moment looking at the two point blank, " Do you have any form of identification on 


you?" 


"Uh..." turning his pockets inside out, Ryan frowns, realizing he'd left his wallet with the others in the car, " ... 
Case you got anything?" 


Fumbling through his pockets Casey pulls out a pack of cigs, a lighter, a hotel room key, and some loose 
change, " Shit..." he mumbles 


Sitting behind the desk the nurse looks at the two men seemingly at her wits end, " I'm sorry without proper 
identification | can't let you see Mr. Rose. Do you have any personal recording devices on you?" 


"Lady-," Casey takes a breath getting more and more frustrated as the time passed, " Who the fuck do you 


think we are?!" 


Knocking over the paperwork Casey slams his hands down on the counter, " Just fucking let me see my him 
That's all we're asking, where is hel?" 


Startled, the nurse tried to reason with him, but Casey seemed determined to see Ricky no matter what. 
Diving over the countertop he makes an attempt to grab any amount of visible paperwork in the hopes there 
would be something, anything leading to Ricky. The sudden action was enough for the nurse to call for security 
as Ryan tried to pull Casey off of the counter. Things were really getting out of hand and it was a surprise 
that they hadn't gotten arrested. Not like they could get arrested for asking too many questions, that was 


unreasonable. 


" Casey? Holy shit man..," sauntering down the hall towards the desk was the tall lanky drummer, Tommy Lis, " 


Guess you heard the news? Ali tried to call your room but uh, no one picked up... 


Carding hand through thick brown locks Tommy takes a sip from his flask , " Yeah it's all over, pretty sure 


everyone's heard by now," 


".. Aint wrong about that, was a fucking fight to get here.," he grumbles absently pacing back and forth in 


front of the desk like he wanted to be anywhere but a crowded emergency room. 


" Tell me about it." pulling the lighter out from his pocket he runs his thumb over it, " .Saw couple crews out 


on the way over .. shit spread's fast man," 


Taking another sip from his flask the tall drummer mumbles some words in agreement , " .. Really does , just 


uh.. its good that you're here Case," 


" How is he. Ricky .. | mean," Casey asks, resting his elbows up on the countertop as the nurse resumed 


handling visitors, besides surely security could handle two loiterers. 


".. Man not sure how to say this.. but Rick. he ain't doing too hot right now.," the words seemed to hit Casey 
in the gut. Casey doesn't say much, shaky fingers opening the box of cigarettes. ".. Don't think you want to see 


him like this..." 


" Tommy..don't try to change my mind.," rolling the cig between his fingers Casey doesn't look Tommy in the 


eyes as he speaks, " .. | have to see him," 


The drummer grumbles something incoherent under his breath gaze shifting over to the nurse now talking to 


a pair of security guards and pointing over at Ryan and Casey. Well shit, " Looks like you two got a problem..,” 


Rolling his eyes Casey scoffs, "problem" was an understatement ".. Yeah she won't give us the room number 


until we show our ids," 


Stopping for a moment Tommy contemplates downing another drink, " Sounds like she's a bitch, shouldn't be too 


hard," 


Before Casey could even comment Tommy had already made his way over to work his charm on the nurse and 
interject himself into their rather pleasant conversation. A few moments later he comes back handing Casey 


the post it note with the number scribbled neatly on 


" Huh." Casey looks at the paper dumbstruck while Tommy carded a hand through his hair for the upteenth 


time. 
The drummer grinned like a gleeful child," Told you it was easy," 


With the room number in mind Casey makes his way down the hall towards the room towards a far off 


section of the building. It was secluded with a row of empty rooms save for one. 

" You should go, I'll be fine," Casey says hearing Ryan catch up to him, " I'll call if something comes up," 
The younger guitarist raises a brow at Casey's words, " You sure man?" 

" Yeah don't worry about me Ryan," Casey says while Ryan merely chuckles. 


" Saying it like that won't help your case man, But sure. Me and the guys will stop by tonight to check up 
okay?" 


Pulling Casey into an embrace Ryan goes off leaving Casey in the empty hospital hallway. Sitting on the cold 
tiled floors outside of Ricky's hospital room Casey finds himself staring at the empty row of rooms across 
from him. As much as he wanted to see Ricky to find out for himself just how bad it was, the guitarist found 
himself frozen, unable to move from his spot on the floor. Casey wasn't sure if it was fear, cowardice, or just 
something else entirely. Whatever the case he sits there for what felt like an eternity, eyes gazing blankly 


ahead as if it would reveal some answers to him. But there were none, at least at the moment. 


As Casey sat there Tommy meanwhile continued pacing back and forth like a madman feeling just as uneasy 
about things as he did. Eventually as the sun was beginning to set over the horizon Casey caught a glimpse of 
a nurse coming down the hall walking towards Ricky's room. Someone seemed to have noticed he had fallen 
asleep as he had a blanket thrown over his head. Sitting up against the wall, he could faintly hear the nurse 
whispering to someone in the room. Hearing the familiar footsteps of the taller male Casey sits up and throws 


the blanket off, embarrassed by the fact he had fallen asleep in the hall. 


" Ah cannae have ye sittin’ out in the hall now," Casey didn't even have to look up to tell it was Alistair 
speaking to him, " Ye shuid come inside there's a perfectly guid chair in there,” 


" | think I'm fine out here Ali, really," Casey says, pulling his knees towards his chest. 


" Yere rabbin', Am ‘sure Ricky wuildnae be happy if he found out Ah let ye sleep ‘ere," Alistair smiles before 
offering Casey a hand to help him up, " Come on now, th’ floors all cold ye'll get yersel' sick," 


Knowing better than to pick a fight with Alistair, Casey begrudgingly lets the older guitarist lead him to a chair 
on the left of the doorway. Sitting down in the chair he doesn't dare lift his gaze instead preferring to stare at 
the blue pattern of the hospital floor tile. It was silent for a moment, the only sounds that could be heard 
were the whir of the machinery accompanied by their own breathing. After a moment, Ali finally spoke up 


again. 


"Ah dinnae how much ye ken, but Ricky he isnae doin’ too well," Ali explains laying it down in a much more 


gentler manner than Tommy had hours earlier, " Doctor saide it's a coma," 


" We dinnae when he'll wake up, but Am sure he will. He has afore," offering Casey a comforting smile Ali takes 


the chair next to him sitting in a comfortable silence. 

"Im sorry," Casey says after a long bout of silence. He wasn't sure if Ali was even listening or if he even 
understood why Casey was apologizing for. But he just needed to get the words off his chest, " If only | was 
there..maybe this wouldn't have happened," 


Ali frowns turning over to Casey with a shake of his head, " Htsnae yer fault, ye dinnae ken he'd dae ‘is," Casey 
bites his lip picking at the skin under his nails as Ali spoke." Ye did all ye cuild. Ye cannae blame yersel," 


" | know. | just.. maybe if | had seen him... | could've stopped him," despite himself Casey finds himself tearing 
up, "| should've stayed." 


"Ig isnae th' first time he did ‘is," Alistair says in an attempt to provide some comfort to the other, " Wis a 
long time ago. Ah shuild hev ken, shuild hev watched ‘im..." 


Alistair falls quiet and Casey clears his throat, " It's not your fault either. We both did what we could..," 


 Aye.," 


Slumped over in the chair Casey's nose wrinkles at the scent of food, peering towards the door he spots Rico 
with Stephhen in tow along Ryan. "We brought food!" Rico says practically shoving a brown paper bag into 
Casey's lap. 

" You really shouldn't have," Casey says, pulling out the sandwich, as Stephen handed him a black coffee. 
"Ahh.sorry Ali did you want anything?" Stephen asks, smiling apologetically at the Scotsman. 


" Am fine, jus' glad ye're all ‘ere to keep ‘im company," 


"Oh! Right we brought you something," grabbing a tattered black notebook from one of the bag's Stephen 
places into Casey's hands, " Figured it might help to write about it," 


"Al's been pestering us about the new songs," Rico says with his arms crossed. 


Alistair raises a brow not quite following the conversation , "Our manager," Rico explains, "Keeps asking us when 


the songs will be done," 
" Ye shuild tell ‘im yer all busy," Ali notes with a serious expression, " Cannae go to th' studio lek ‘is," 


Flipping through a fresh page of the notebook Casey shakes his head, " Its fine, | could use the distraction 


anyways," 
" Ye sure?" 


Casey doesn't say much biting into his sandwich before writing down a few song lyrics in quick messy scrawl. " 
Oh yeah he's sure, this right here is a genius at work Ali," Rico says leaning up against the doorframe. 


"Oh shut up," 


It was a long three days, most of them spent in relative silence with Casey sitting next to Ali songwriting book 
spread over his lap writing out bits of lyrics. Occasionally he'd ask Ali for some advice, but the rest of the 
time was spent with Casey staring out the window and coming up with more ideas for the song. Things were 
quiet, though they both trying to keep hope up that Ricky might just make it through. Though according to the 
Doctors Ricky's chances seemed relatively slim. It was the third day of his visit that seemed forever ingrained 


in Casey's memory. Just like the day prior he shows up bright and early at the hospital a litle before the 


afternoon rush. This time he had his guitar in tow. He was making good progress with the song and by any 
chance if Ricky did make it he'd be able to let him hear it. One could hope. 


Though as he makes his way down the familiar hallway that had become his home for the past few days his 
heart nearly stops hearing the long drawn out sound of the heart monitor. No, no Ricky..again for what seemed 
to be the upteenth in that week Casey found himself routed in place unable to move. Everything seemed to be 
moving in slow motion and Ali's quiet sobs over Ricky's bed seemed unusually loud to his ears. Unable to stop 
himself he finds himself crying in the middle of the empty hall as the doctors and nurses rush to assess the 
situation. Though it was already clear, Ricky Rose was dead. His best friend who he'd known for almost ten 
years, gone, just like that. 


Opening the door to the roof Casey takes a breath breathing in the cold Los Angeles night air. Pulling the 
cassette tape out of his pocket, on the front written in messy scrawl was the title "End of The Line’. It had 
been two weeks since Ricky's death and since than the remaining Hollywood Roses gathered to finish his last 
song as a show of solitude. Considering how much Ricky's loss had affected him Casey still hadn't sat down and 
listened to the song in full. Until now, taking a seat next to the familiar pigeon coop he pops the tape into his 


walkman and presses play. 


Casey didn't know what to expect but as he heard the faint piano chords he finds himself breaking down yet 
again. The bleak and repetitive tone of the song coupled with the lyrics seemed to be a reflection of Ricky's 
mindset in those final moments. Looking down into his hands he pulls off the ring Ricky gave him a few days 


before the "accident". At the time he didn't quite understand the connotation, after all why would Ricky give 
him the ring? That ring was his from the very first line up of the Hollywood Roses. Why would he give away? 


Then it all clicked, Ricky hated his medication and absolutely avoided taking it at all cost. Than the song, it all 
seemed like a plan. Had Ricky intended to kill himself? His stomach lurches and he finds himself throwing up in 
the middle of an empty rooftop. Maybe he shouldn't have listened to the song. He sobs body shaking as his 
cries echo into the night sky drowned out by the sounds of the city around him. In the morning things would 
be all right, in the morning he could pretend like nothing happened. Like he wasn't broken, like he hadn't lost a 
brother. 


" Are ye alright noo?" adjusting the strap on his guitar Casey looks up at Alistair's words it had been almost 
six years since Ricky's death, four years since Ron's and since than the Rose's had all gone their separate 


ways. 


But every year, on the same date the members of Rapunal and Hollywood Roses gathered for a joint tribute 
concert. Raising awareness of both suicide and drug abuse. No matter how many times they'd perform 
together for the tribute Casey always felt rather nervous. With the years that passed Alli looked older- aged 
somehow. They all did but Ali especially, with the tired bags under his eyes and the frown lines beginning to 


form. 


" Yeah. just been a bit," Casey says trying to remember the notes for the next song, on the stage Jesse was 
proudly singing a cover of Night Train and while it didn't quite sound the same as Ricky, he still managed to 


bring that same energy even at his age. 


"Am sure ye'll dae great, if it helps ye Am a wee bit nervous niall," he says with a reassuring smile, " Dae ye 


still miss ‘im?" 

Everyday, there didn't seem to be a single moment over the last six years where Casey was thinking about 
what if things had gone down differently. Though not like he could change the past," .. All the time, | just wish 
he were here you know? | never got to say goodbye," 


"Ah feel th' same way sometimes, but ye cannae stay sad forever ye ken?" 


" Yeah, | get it. Do you mind if |.?" after seeing Ali nod in response Casey hesitantly wraps his arms around 


the taller male's form, " | just miss him.," 


"Ah ken..." Ali says quietly as the stage crew motioned for the members of Hollywood Roses to make their 
way on stage, " Ye ready?" 


" Ready as Ill ever be.’ 

k it all just wasted tme? 

Can you live with yourself 

When you thnk of what 

Youve left behind? 

You said you'd never let me down 
But the horse stampedes and rages 


lh the name of desperation 


